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"that these French actresses get at
us a little more completely even than
Louise Maurel. Do you know the rea-
son? I'll tell you. It Is because they
live the life. They have a dozen new
emotions In a season. They make a
cult of feeling. They use their brains
to dissect their passions. They cut
their own life Into small pieces and
give us the result without conceal-
ment. Tbnt Is where they score, If
anywhere. This Mine. Lntrobe, who
opens over here tomorrow night, Is In
love at the present moment with Jean
Tourbet. She had on affair with thut
Italian poet in the summer, so they
tell me. She was certainly in Madrid
ltf October with Hretoldl, the sculp-
tor. These men aro nil great artists.
Think what she must have learned
from associating with them! Now
Louise Maurel, so fur us we know,
has never had but one affair, the prince
of Seyre, and has been faithful to him
all the time."

CHAPTIR XlX-Contl- nued.

. It
The reception In honor of the little
mpany of FrendT tragedians, at

which almost the whole of the English
atage and a sprinkling of society peo-
ple were present, was a complete suc-
cess. Louise made a charming host-M- a,

and 8lr Edward more than ever
Justified his reputation for saying the
tight thing to the right person at the
Hi lit moment. The rooms were crowd-a- d

with throngs of distinguished peo-
ple, who all seemed to huve plenty to
any to one another,

The only person, perhaps, who
found himself curiously ill nt cose whs
John. He heard nothing but French
on all sides of him a language which
h read with some facility, hut which
he spoke like a schoolboy. He hud
boon wandering about for more than
an hour before Louise discovered him.
8be at once left her place and crossed
tho. room to where he was standing by
the wall.

"Cheer up I" she begged, with a de-
lightful smllo. "I am afraid that you
are being bored to death. Will you
not come and be presented to our
rucstsr

"For goodness' snke, no I" John Im-

plored. "I have never seen one of
them net, and my French Is appalling,
t am all right, dear. It's nalto enough
pleasure to see you looltltrj,' so beauti-
ful, and to think that I nm going to he
allowed to drive you homo afterward."

Louise looked Into a neighboring
mirror, and gazed critically at her
own reflected image. She had a curi-

ous feeling that nt that precise mo-

ment she had renched the zenith of
her power and her charm. Her audi-

ence nt the theater hud been wonder-
fully sympathetic, hud responded with
rare appreciation to every tarn of her
voice, to every movement and gesture.
The compliments, too, which she hail
been receiving from tho crowds who
had, bont over her fingers that night
had been no Idle words.

She was conscious, acutely con-

scious, of the atmosphere she had cre-

ated around her. She was glorying
In tho subtle outwnrd signs of it. She
wns In love with herself; In love, too,
With this delightful new feeling of
loving. It would have given her more

Ioy than anything else In the world,
Hint moment of her triumph, to

have passed her arm through John's,
to hove led him up to them all, and to
have said :

"After nil, you see, 1 am a very sim
pie sort of woman. 1 have done Just
the sort of simple thing that other
women do, and T am glad of it very
glad and very happy!"

Her Hps moved to the music of her
thoughts. John leaned toward her.
I "Did you say anything?" he asked.
Jt, "Jou . dear, stjjjjld, of course I did
Botl Or lFl dld, "it was just one of
those Httlo whispers to oneself which
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"Another thing to be tltnnWtul for!"
"What's that?"
"All the stores are closed. For ine

dny there's no chance of being remind-
ed that anything has gone up In price."

IMITATION IS 8INCERE8T FUATTERY
but like counterfeit money the imita-
tion has not the worth of the original.
Insist on "La Creole" Hair Dressing
It's the original. Darkens your hair In
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Price SLOa Adv.

Question of Looks.
Marietta and Janet had fallen out.

They found themselves Ride by side
in a railway train and Marietta made
overtures of peace. Janet replied to
her conversational efforts only shortly
until Marietta unwisely remarked:

"I was told yestenlay I get my good
looks from mother.''

"I wouldn't repeat that If I wire
yon," wild Janet, gravely.

Why not?"
"Well, you know," wild Janet, "iko-pi- e

will think your mother was stingy."
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Worth Weight In Gold.
Fifteen years ogo Adam StoulTel of

Flndluy, O., purchased a Plymouth
Rock hen, and now the . hen, at (lie
age of nineteen years, Is laying egg
with the rest of the flock, and there
are no Indications that she Is going to
quit.
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Ugly Human Faces.
"What surprised me most when I

saw the world after being blind twen- -

ty-ro- jyars was the human faces.
I had Imagined them much more beau
tiful."

This Is the Yo! idisu's report of the
statement mndo y a ypung woman
who lost her slgli at the age of two
yearn and then a the age of twenty
six mid it restorti by un operation,
noys, the Tokyo w East. The gin
became a NtuiiiinoeVr. hut found life
too hard for her. Me was saved from
suieiae oy a pollcemBD,

V Chanoa af IHsarL
"Tom Is so good hearted."
"IlMitvf v f ' ttimtafNfc k-- m taM.

bled with palpitation." v v

--Why. wo have beta beea asleep I"
she mannered, a little weakly.

At the sound of her voles It all came
back to him, a tangled, hideous night-
mare. , n sat down again apoa the
couch and held his head between his
hands.
T remember everything that hap

pened at the dub," be went on slowly.
'Is the prince dead?"

(
She shook ber head.
"Of course not I Bo was hurt.

though, and there was a terrible scene
of confusion In the room. The people
crowded around blm, and I managed.
somehow, to drag you away. Tho
manager helped us. To tell the truth,
he was ouly. too anxious for you to
get away before the police arrived..
He was so afraid of anything getting
Into the papers. I drove you back
here, aud, as you still seemed stunned,
I brought you upstairs. ,1 didn't mean
to stay, but I couldn't get you to say
a single coherent word. I was afraid
to leave you alone !"

"I suppose I was drunk," he said,
In a dull tone. "I remember filling my
glass over and over again. There is
one thing, though," he added, his voles

--ill I

"Remember," She Whispered, ' 'You
Have to Go to See Louise."

gaining a sudden strength ; "I wns not
drunk when I struck tho prinee! I
remember those few seconds very dis
tinctly. I saw everything, knew ev
erything, felt everything. If no one
hnd interfered, I think I should have
killed him!"

"You wore not drunk nt all," sho de
clared, with a little shiver, "but you
were In n state of terrible excitement.
It wns a long time before I could get
you to lie down, and then you wouldu't
close your eyes until I came and sat
by your side, I watched you go to
sleep. I hope .you are not angry with
me! I didn't like to go and leave
you." ,

"How could I bo, angry?" he pro-

tested. "You are far kinder to me
than I deserve. I expect I should
have been in a police cell but for
you!"

"And now," she begged, coming over
to him and speaking In a more matter--

of-fact tone, "do let us be prac-
tical. I must run away, and you must
go and have a bath and change your
clothes. Don't be afraid of your repu-
tation. I can get out by the other en-

trance." '
"Remember," she Whispered, "you

have to go to see Louise!"
He covered his face with his hands.
"What's the use of it?" he groaned.

"It's only another turn of the screw !"
"Don't be foolish, John," she ad-

monished briskly. "You don't actual-
ly know anything yet nothing nt all ;

at least, yon are not sure of anything.
And-- , besides, you strange, Impossible
person," she went on, patting his
hand, "don't you see that you must
judge her, not by the stundards of
your world, In which she has never
lived, but by the standards of her
world, In which she was born and
bred? That Is only fair, isn't ltr

He rose listlessly to his feet. There
was a strange, dull look In his face.

"You arc a dear girl, Sophy P he
snld. "Don't go just yet. I huve never
felt like it before in my life, but just
now I don't want to be left alone.
Send a boy for some clothes, and 1

will order some ten."
She hcsltuted.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

scaring Them Away.
Frank A. Vanderllu. chairman of a

Liberty Loan committee, sold In New
York:

'The loan machinery was mndo easy.
simple and Informal, so that nil could
come In. We didn't want to scare the
plain people nwoy, you know.

"Some of our past lonns did scare
the pluln people. They were like tho
swagger seushoro hotel.

"This hotel was so very swagger
that tho guests all felt like Inmates
or prisoners. -

"There was a little mnn who arrived
there one night and rang his bell for
some Ice, water. No answer. He rang
agnln. Still no answer. Then he put
his finger on the button and held it
there till he heard footsteps.

"AJcnock, and n, majestic maid en-

tered. 8he looked at the little man
scornfully.

"'Did you rlngf she naked.
Yes,' said he.

"'Humph,' said the maid. Who lift-e- d

you up to the bellf" .

Negress Famous as Composers.
There Im no doubt that James Bland,

n negro musician, wrote "Carry M
Back to Old Virginia." During th
dnya of slavery thero wero in New Or-
leans quite a number of wall educated
negroes, hnd among them a number
who gained distinction as musical com-
posers, rive ot these wero Kdmuod
Dedo, Basil Bares, Laden Lambert
Sidney Lambert and Samuel Bnaer.
Much of the music that these meg
wrote Is of permanent worth. , One of
the earliest American negro musical
authors was James Homraenway. Bis
home was In Philadelphia, and during
the second and third decades of lbs
nineteenth century ha wrote : much
music which by musicians of Mtborllr
w gat oowb as awsnaav '

lately I doat know what it ls-- aat

I fteem to have lost say taste for as,

John, dost look up, doat
torn round! I lave beea afraid of
the prince an the evening.' Wbea yoa
came in, I fancied that yoa had beea
drinking. When the prince asked me
something about you. aa hour or so
ago, I knew that be had. I saw him
like It once before, about a year ago.
Don't take any notice of him! Dont
talk to him. If you can at all help Ut"

Toward their table the prince was
slowly making his way. skilfully avoid-
ing the dancers, yet looking neither
to the right nor to the left. His eyes
were fastened upon John. If be had
been drinking, as Sophy suggested,
there were few signs of It His walk
was steady; his bearing, as usual, de-

liberate and distinguished.
He came to a standstill beside them.

Sophy's fingers clutched at the table-
cloth. The prince looked from one to
the other.

"You hove robbed me of a guest,
Mr. Strangewey," he remarked; "but 1

bear you no l. It Is very seldom
that one sees you in these haunts of
dissipation."

"It Is a gala night with me," John
replied, his tone raised no more thnn
usual, but shaking with some new
quality. "Drink a glass of wine with
me, prince," he Invited, taking the
bottle from the lce-pa- ll and filling a
tumbler upon the table. "Wish me
luck, won't you? I am engaged to
be married!"

T wish you hnpplness with all my

heart," the prince answered, holding
his glass up. "May I not know the
name of the lady?"

"No doubt you are prepared for the
news," John told him. "Miss Maurel
has promised to becomo my wife."

The prince's hand was as steady as
a rock. He raised his glass to his lips.

"I drink to you both with the great
est of pleasure," he said, looking John
full In the face. "It Is a most remark-ftbl- o

coincidence. Tonight Is the an
niversary of the night when Louise
Mnurel pledged herself to me."

John's frame seemed for a moment
to dilate, and fire flashed from his
eyes. '

"Will you be good enough to explain
those words?" he demanded.

The prince bowed. He glanced to
ward Sophy.

"Since you Insist!" he replied. "To
night, then, let mo tell you, is the an
niversary of the night when Louise
Maurel consented to become my "

What followed came like a thunder-lnp- .
The prince reeled back, his hand

to his mouth, blood dropping upon the
nblecloth from his lips, where John

hnd struck him. He made a sudden
spring at his assailant Sophy, shriek
ing, lenped to her feet. Everyone
else In the pluce seemed paralyzed
with wonder.

John seized the prince by the throat,
and held him for a moment nt arm's
length. Then he lifted him off his feet
us one might lift a child from the
floor. Holding bis helpless victim In
a merciless grip, he carried him across
the room and deliberately flung htm
over the table toward his empty chair.

Sophy held John by the arm, clutch
ing It hysterically, striving to drag
him away. But to John the room was
empty. He stood there, a giant mo
tionless figure, his muscles still taut,
bis face tense, his eyes aflame, glar-
ing down at the prostrate figure of
the man on whom he had wreaked the
accumulated fury of these last days
and weeks of madness.

CHAPTER XXI.

Townrd nine o'clock on tho follow
ing morning John rose from a fitful
sleep and looked around him. Even
before he could recall the events of
the preceding night he felt that there
was a weight pressing upon his brain,
a miserable sense of emptiness In life,

dull feeling of bewilderment. Al
though he had no clear recollection of
getting there, he reattzed that he was
In his own sitting-room- , and that he
had been asleep upon the couch. He
saw, too, that It was morning, for a
ray of sunlight lny across the carpet,

As he struggled to his feet, he saw
with n little shock that he was not
alone. Sophy Gerard was curled np
In his easy chair, still in evening
clothes, her clonk drawn closely
around her, as If she were cold. Her
head had fallen back. She, too, was
asleep. At the sound of his move
ment, however, she opened her eyes

-

NEW CLEANER" RUN BY WATER

Recently Invented Device Can Be Oper
ated at Any Point in House Where

There la Hydrant

A vacuum cleaner hns been Invent
ed which can be operated wherever
there Is a hydrant In the house.

' A Pipe of the right diameter Is

screwed Into the hydrant's mouth and
runs down to the bottom of the sink.
A spiral nozzle fits the pipe just below
the mouth of the hydrant. An angular
pipe opens Into the vertical pipe Im-

mediately below the nozzle and slopes
up to connect with a rubber hose on
tho guiding rod.

To clean the room you turn on the
water and guide the rod over the car-
pet After traversing the spiral noz-

zle the water whirls around and passes
the opening of an angular pipe, forc-
ing out all tho air near It. The
vacuum so created starts the nlr flow-

ing In the rubber hose.

Qeld and Palladium.
A alloy, under the

name of "Pulau," has been put on the
market by a firm In California, accord-
ing 'to Commerce Reports, and la of-

fered as a substitute for the more ex
pensive platinum-iridlu- alloy gener-

ally used by chemists. A crucible of
this ware has been tested at tho Unit-

ed States bureau of standards. The
melting point Is 1,870 degrees Cent!
grade, which corresponds to that of an
alloy of 80 per cent gold and 20 per
cent palladium. The ware Is very
promising as a substitute for plutl
num for many laboratory purposes.

A Shallow Ixeuss. '
Nine times out of ten when the man

who has failed declares he did his best
M W lying about itHouston Post

when bo put on this play of Cralllot's.
Grntllot hasn't a penny, you know,
and poor Miles was almost broke after
three failures.'

"That was just an Investment,"
John remarked Irritably, "lie will get
his money back again."

"Of course," Sophy agreed. "1 think
the prince generally manages to get
value for what he does In life."
. "You don't think Louise ever

thought of caring for him, do you?"
John persisted.

Sophy paused until she had lit a
cigarette. The expression In her face,
when she looked up at John, Irritated
him vngucly. It was as If she were

'talking to a child.
"I think," she said, "you had better

ask Louise that question yourself,
don't you?"

lie asked it nn hour or so inter,
when nt Inst the party of guests had
taken their leave, and, somewhat to
tho well-bre- d surprise of the one or
two friends who lingered, Louise had
beckoned to John to take her out to
her car. Her hand had sought his nt
once, her head rested a little wearily
but very contentedly upon his shoul-
der.

"Louise, dear," he began, "I asked
Sophy a question tonight which I
ought to have asked you. Quite ptop-erl-

she told me so,"
"Nice little soul, Sophy!" Louise

murmured. "What was It, John?"
"Once or twice I have wondered,"

he went on, "whether you huve ever
cared In any sort of way, or come
near to enring, for tho prince of
Sevro?"

For a moment sho ramie no move-
ment. Then she turned her head and
looked nt him. The sleepy content
had gone from her eyes.

"Why do you usk?"
"Isn't it quite a natural--questio-

from a jealous man who believes that
everyone who sees you must be in
love with you? You have seen a great
ileal of the prince, haven't you, in the
last: few years? He understands your
art. There are many things that you
and he have In common."

Louise was looking out of the win-
dow at the thin stream of people still

Look Here, Graitlot, You Know It Is
Not True."

pausing nlong ricadllly. Sho seemed
suddenly to have becomo only tile
shadow of her former brilliant self.

"I think .that once perhaps twice,"
sho confessed, "I camo very near to
caring for him."

"And now?"
"And now,", she repeated, suddenly

gripping John's bands, "I tell you that
i nm very much aenrer hating him.
So much for tho prince! In ten min-
utes w shall be at home, and you
are such a dear stupid about coming
In. You must try to say all the nice
things In tho world to me quickly In
ten ratnutes 1"

"How shall I begin T" he whispered.
She leaned once more toward him.
"You don't need any hints," she mur

mured. "You're really quite good at
ltl"

'
CHAPTER XX.

The ten minutes passed .very much
too quickly. She was gone, and John,
thrilled though he was through alt his
.senses by the almost passionate fervor
of her leave-takin- found himself
once more confronted by that little
black demon. There was something
about all of them, all these people
whom he knew to be his friends, which
seemed to him to savor of a conspIrn
cy. There was nothing that could be
put Into definite shape just tho ghost
of torturing, Impossible thoughts. He
was In no humor to go home. Chang'
Ing the order he bad first given to the
chauffeur, he was driven Instead to a
small Bohemian club which he had
joined at Ornlllot's Instigation. - He
had a vague hope that he might find
tho great dramatist there, Thero were
no signs of him; however, In the smok
Ing room, or anyone else whom John
knew,

He throw himself Into an easy chulr
and ordered a whlsky-and-sod- Two
men close at band were writing at
desks s others . wars lounging about,
discussing the evening's reception. One
man, sitting upon the table, a reeog
nlsed authority, was treating the com'
pony to a fluent dissertation upon
modern actresses, winding up by con
frosting Louise Jlaurcl's stylo with
Hint of her chief French rival. John
found himself listening with pleased
Interest. The man's oplulon was cer-
tainly not unfavorable to Louise.

"It Is only in the finer shades of
emotionalism," the critic declared,

Sophy, struck by something In his
voice, swung around and looked at
him. Then she thrust both her arms
through his, clasped her two hands
together, and led him firmly away. A
glimmering of the truth was begin-
ning to dawn upon her.

"Tell me where you have been since
you left the reception," she Insisted,
when at last they were seated to-

gether.
"Wait till I have ordered some

wine," ho said.
A waiter served them with cham-

pagne. When John's glass was filled,
he drained Its contents. Sophy
watched hlra with surprise. She caine
a little closer to him.

"John," sho whispered, "you must
tell me do you hear? You must tell
me everything! Did you take Louise
homer '.

"Yes."
"What happened, then? You didn't

quarrel with her?"
"Nothing at all happened," he as

sured her. "We parted the best of
friends. It wasn't that."

"Then what? Remember that I am
your friend, John, dear. Tell me ev-
erything." -

"I will tell you," he assented. "I
went to a little club I belong to on
the Adelphl Terrace. I sat down In
the smoking room. There was no one
there I knew. Some men wqre talk-
ing. They had been to the reception
tonight. They were comparing French
actresses and English, They spoke
first of the French woman, Lntrobe,
and her lovers ; then of Louise. They
spoke quite calmly, like men discuss-
ing history. They compared the two
actresses, they compared their lives.
Lntrobe, they suld, had lovers by tho
score Louise only one."

Sophy's hand stole into his. She
wns watching tho twisting of his fea-
tures. She understood so well the ex-

citement underneath.
"I think I can guess," she whis-

pered. "Don't hurt yourself telling
me. Something was said about the
prince!"

His eyes Mazed down upon her.
"You, too?" he muttered. "Does

the whole world know of It and speak
as if it did not matter? Sophy, is It
true? Speak out! Don't be afraid of
hurting me. You call yourself my
friend. I've been down, looking at
the outside of her house. I dared not
go In. There's a tire burning in my
soul ! Tell me If It is true !"

"You must not usk me thut ques-- !
tlon, John," she begged. "How should
I know? Besides, these things are so
different In our world, the world you
haven't found out much nbout yet.
Supposing It were true, John," she
went on, "remember that It was be-

fore you knew her. Supposing It
should be true, remember this your
Idea of life is too absurd. Is one creed
made to fit human beings who may
differ In a million different wnys? A
woman may be as good as any ever
born into the world, and yet take just
a little love Into her life, if she be
true and faithful In doing It. I don't
believe there Is a dearer or sweeter
woman breathing thnn Louise, but one
must huve love. Don't I know It?
A man may be strong enough to live
without It, but a woman never !"

The skirts of the women brushed
their table as they danced, the rhythm
of the music rose and fell above the
murmur of laughter and conversation.
John looked around the room, and a
sort of despair crept In upon him. It
was no good! He had come to Lon-

don to understand; he understood
nothing. He was made of the wrong
fiber. If only he could change him-

self! If it were not too Intel If
he could make himself like other men !

"I must not nsk yon any more ques-
tions, Sophy," he said. "You are her
friend, and you have spoken very
sweetly. Tomorrow I will go and see
her."

"And tonight, forget It nil," she
pleaded. "Wlpo It out of your me-
mory. Tonight she Is not here, and I
am. Even If you are furiously In love

The Prince Reeled lack.
with her, there Isn't any harm In your
being just a little nice to me. Give
me some champagne; and I want some
caviar sandwiches I" '

"I wonder why you are so good to
me, Sophy I" be exclaimed, as he gave

Jhe order to a waiter. "You ought
eitner to marry your young man aown
at Bath, or to have a sweetheart ot
your own, n companion, some one
quite different' ' ,

"How dlfforcntr
"Someone who cared for you as you

deserve to be cored for, and whom
you cared for, too,"

It was out at last ! John had heard)
It spoken In plain words. The black
demon upon which his hand had lain
so henvlly, was alive now, without a
doubt, jeering at him, mocking ut him

alive and In the sober
words of the elderly, well-bre- d man
who lounged upon the table.'

For n moment or two John was
stunned. A wild Impulse assailed him
to leap up and confront them nil, to
chake the lie back down the throat
of the man who had uttered It. Every
nerve In his body was tingling with
the desire for action, The stupor of
his senses alone kept him motionless,
and a strange, Incomprehensible clnr-It- y

of thought. He realized exactly
how things were. This mnn had not
spoken idly, or as a scandalmonger.
He hud spoken what he had accepted
as a fact, what other people believed.

John rose to his feet and made his
way toward the door. His face showed
Utile sign of disturbance. He even
nodded to some men whom he know
slightly. As he passed down the stairs,
he met Grulllot Then once more his
self-contr- became in danger. He
seized tho Frenchman savagely by the
arm.

"Come this way," be said, leading
him toward tho card-roo- "Come In
here ! I want to speak to you."

He locked the door a most unh-

eard-of and Irregular proceeding,
tiralllot felt the coming of the storm.

"Well !" he exclaimed grimly. "Trou-
ble already, eh? I see it In your face,
young man. Out with it!"

"I was sitting In the smoking room
there, a few moments ago," he began,
Jerking bis head toward the door.

Thero were some men talking de
cent fellows, not dirty scandal-mo- n

gers. They spoke of Louise Maurel."
Grulllot nodded gravely. He knew

cry well what was coming,
John felt bis throat suddenly dry.

The words ho would have spoken
choked him. He banged bis fist upon
the table by the side of which they
were standing.

"Look, here, Grnillot," he cried, al
most plteously, "you know It Is not
true, nor likely to be true! Can't
you sny so?'

"Stop, my young friend 1" the
Frenchman Interrupted. "I know noth-
ing. It Is a habit of mine to know
nothing when people make suggestions
of that sort. I make no Inquiries. I
accept life and people as I Mud them."

"But you don't believe that such a
thing could be possible?"

"Why not?" Graillot asked steadily.
John could do no more than mum- -

bio a repetition of his words. Tho
world was falling nwoy from him.

"I will not discuss this matter with
you, my friend. I will only ask you
to remember the views of the world In
which we live. Louise Maurel Is nn
artist, a great artist. If there has
been sech an affair as you suggest, be
tween her und any man, If It were
something which appealed to her af-

fections, It Is my oplulon that she
would not hesitate. You seem to think
It nn outrageous thing that tho prince
should have been her lover. To be
perfectly frank, I do not. I should be
very much more surprised at her mar
riage."

John made his escape somehow. He
remembered opening the door, but he
had no recollection of reaching the
street; A few minutes later, however,
he found himself striding down ly

toward Hyde Park corner.
He found a tnxlcnh and was driven

toward the Milan. He wns conscious
of a wild desire to keep away from
his rooms. Every pulse In his body
wns tingling. Ho wns fiercely awake,
eager for motion, action, excitement
of nny sort. Suddenly ho remembered
the night club to which he had been
Introduced by Sophy on the first night
of his arrival in London. The ad-
dress, too, was there quite clearly In
his disordered brain. He leaned out
of the cab and repeated It to the driv
er. ... ",-

Tho little place was unexpectedly
crowded when he entered, after hav-
ing handed his hat and coat to a
vestlalre. A large supper party was
going on at the farther end. and the
dancing space was smaller than usu-

al. The maitre d'hotel was escorting
John to a small table la a distant
corner,' which had just been vacated,
when the latter heurd his name sud-
denly called by a familiar voice. So-
phy, who bad been dancing, aban-
doned her partner precipitately and
came hurrying up to John with out
stretched hands.

"John!" sho exclaimed. "You, of
all people in the world;-- . What do you
moan by coming here alone at this
tlmo of nJght? Fancy not teKlug me I

Is anything the matter?"
"Nothing." ho replied. "I really

don't exactly know wby I am here. I
simply don't want to go to bed."

"Where Is the prlnctr to

mean nothing, yet which count for so
ouch. Can I not do anything to make

you enjoy yourself more? I shall have
to go buck to my guesis now. We
are exDoctlnir a roval Dersoiumc. ntul
.those two dears who keep so close to
(toy tilde do not speak a word of Eng-HUh-

"rionsc go back, dear," John begged
jroS?RyJ "It was nice of you to come

at all. And here's Sophy nt last, thank
goodness I Now I am all right."

She laid her fingers upon his arm.
"You must take me back to my

place," sho said. "Then you can go

and talk nonsense to Sophy."
i They wero back In the crowd now,

and she dismissed him with a little
hod. lie made his way quickly to the
spot w hero he had seen Sophy. To
bis disappointment, she hail disap-

peared. Grulllot, however, came up
and seized him by the arm.

"Still playing the moth, my young
blond?" he exclnjmcd. "Aren't the
wlngs'sufriclently buriu'd yet?"
' "I am afraid It's become n perma-

nent role," John replied, as the two
en shook hands. "Where have you
ten all these weeks, and why haven't

you been to see me?"
"Paris, my dear young friend Paris

and life! Now I am back agnln I
am not sure that I know why. I came
over with these French people, to
lee them start their theater. Forgive'
me, I have not paid my respects to our
hostess. We shall meet again pres
ently'

lie strolled off, and a few minutes
later John found Sophy.

. "How lntc you are I" he grumbled,
"I Couldn't twin It" aha inurawl

"This Is tho only evening dress I noK

bvwi sv vicncui, nuti m 11 (IV iu lUrllU 11

, before It was decent to come out In.
Why are you wandering about alone?
Hasn't Louise been kind to you?"

"She hoi been charming," John de-

clared promptly, "but she Is surround-
ed with all sorts of people I don't
Know, i can t neip ner. For one
thing, my French Is absurd. Then
they aro all talking about things which
I don't understand In the least"

. Sophy remained silent for a me--

meat. Then she took John's arm and
led him to the buffet. '

: "Give mo an Ice and a cigarette,
will you, please? You are a dear, Im
practical person, but you are as much

ut of this world as a human being
J well could bel" ?;

John waited upon her without any
farther remark. The prince of 8eyre,
passing through, bowed to them. John
looked after Ms retreating figure. An

Irresistible Impulse seised him. V

.H8ophy," be asked, sitting down by
Iter side, "tell me, why aave tne prince
and Louise always been such great
tfrlendsr 'v'-v,,- ,

Sophy looked steadfastly at Iter Ice.
mm m

' "1 suppose btcauM ta prince Is a
!wy t elever and cultivated pcrsou,"
Mm said. "Hi kig Pten of great

to Loatsr sterol times. It
jn he tMMOd Miles Faraday

. ' . iJf f
I''


